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quil; my heart can bloom only in the depths of your heart. Write to others! to others the perfume of my secret thoughts! Can you think it? No, no, to you, my life, my dearest moments. My noble and dear wife of the heart, be easy. You ask me for new assurances about your letters; ask me for no more. All precautions are taken that what you write me shall be like vows of love confided from heart to heart between two caresses. No trace! the cedar box is closed; no power can open it; and the person ordered to burn it if I die is a Jacquet, the original of Jacquet, who is named Jacquet, one of my friends, a poor clerk whose honesty is iron tempered like a blade of Orient. You see, my love, that I do not trust either the dilecta or my sister. Do not speak to me of that any more. I understand the importance of your wish; I love you the more for it if possible, and as you are all my religion, an idolized God, your desires shall be accomplished with fanaticism. What are orders? Oh! no, don't go to Fribourg. I adore you as religious, but no confession, no Jesuits. Stay in G-eneva.
My jeweller does not return ; it vexes me a little. My package is delayed: but it is true that the " Caricature" is not yet bound and I wish you to receive all that I promised to send.
Mon Dieu! your letter has refreshed my soul! You are very ravishing, my frolic angel, darling flower. Oh ! tell me all. I would like more time to myself to tell you my life. But here I am, caught by twelve volumes to publish, like a galley-slave in his handcuffs.
I have been to see Madame Delphme de Girardin this morning. I had to implore her to find a place for a poor man recommended to me by the lady of Angoule"me. who terrified me by her silent missive. The sorrows of others kills me! Mine, I know how to bear. Madame Del-phine promised me to do all she could with Simile de Girardin when he returns.